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in Montmartre. " It was Verlaine who received
me. Before taking my hand, he bowed with a sort
of tranquil consideration. I have never forgotten
the royalty of that welcome.55 The old master,
with spectacles fixed too low upon his nose, read his
latest verses in a dull and hesitant voice. At times
confused, he skipped a stanza or a page. Begged to
recite from memory some of his earlier lyrics, he
complied with obvious effort, halting now and
then till one of the auditors supplied a phrase or line
which he had forgotten. " But I cannot recollect
having been more vividly moved by poetry." His
forehead was bald and spacious, and his counten-
ance was so noble as to bring to mind cc the bust of
some great ancient, a Solon or Socrates, with an
identical flame in the dead eyes.9'1

On the morning of July 7, 1898, Eckermann finds
Goethe at his desk in a rapture of solemn exaltation.
He has become persuaded that (he must write a
Third Part of Faust How slowly, he meditates
aloud, does mankind raise itself to the level of
certain ideas so imperatively true that they should
stamp themselves instantly upon every thoughtful
mind ! The French Revolution made known a
series of political and moral principles which
universal reason no longer debates. Is it not
singular that their existence was not suspected by a
Rabelais, a Pascal? Suddenly, at an appointed
hour of fate, it seems as if human conscience acquires
a new sense. Goethe confesses that he himself was
blind, in permitting Faust, at the conclusion of the
1 Nouvelles conversations, September 18,1898.